"MARSE HENRY"

ceased to love her, forty years later leaving her in
his will a handsome legacy.

Crossing the ocean with the "Commodore," as he
was called by his familiars, not long after he had
taken up his residence abroad, naturally we fell oc-
casionally into shop talk. "What would you do,"
he once said, "if you owned the Herald?" "Why,"
I answered, "I would stay in New York and edit
it;" and then I proceeded, "but you mean to ask me
what I think you ought to do with it?" "Yes," he
said, "that is about the size of it."

"Well, Commodore," I answered, "if I were you,
when we get in I would send for John Cockerill and
make him managing editor, and for John Young,
and put him in charge of the editorial page, and
then I would go and lose myself in the wilds of
Africa."

He adopted the first two of these suggestions.
John A. Cockerill was still under contract with Jo-
seph Pulitzer and could not accept for a year or
more. He finally did accept and died in the Ben-
nett service. John Russell Young took the edi-
torial page and was making it "hum" when a most
unaccountable thing happened. I was amazed to
receive an invitation to a dinner he had tendered
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